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That were his Lackies,Icriedhiira,and well, gotOy 
Butmarkthim not a word • 0,hec is as tedious 
As a tyred Horfe, a ray ling Wife, 

Worfe then a'fmokie Houfe. I had rather live 
With Cheefe and Garlike in a Wind-mill farre. 

Then feed on catcs.and have him talkc to mee. 

In any Summer-houfe in Chriftcndomc. 

M or. In faith he was a worthy Gentleman, 

Exceeding. well read and profited 
In ftrangeconcealements, valiant as a Lyon, 

And wondrous affible, andasbountifull 
As Mines of ladia ; fhall 1 tell y ou, Coufin, 

Hee holds your temper in a high refpedf. 

And curbs himlelf%even of his natural! fcope, 

When yen-come crofl’ehis humor, faith hee does^ 

I warrant you, that man is not alive, 

Might lb have tempted hi m, as you have done. 

Without the tafte of danger and reproo.fe 
But doe not ule it oft, let me intreat you. 

In faith, my Lord, you are too wilfiill blame;>. 

And fince your comming hither, have done enough 
T o put him quite befidcs his patience. 

Y ou muft-needs learne, Lqrd,to amend this fault. 

Though fometimes it fliew greatnelfe, courage, blood,,. 

And thats the dcareft grace it renders you : 

Yet oftentimes it doth prelent bar Ih rage, 

Defed of manners, want of Gpverimient , 

Pride, hautineffe, opiaibn, and difdainc j 
The IcalVofwhich haunting aNobleman , 

Loleth mens hearts, and leaves behind a ftaine 
Vpon thebeautie of all parts befides,. 

Beguiling them of Commendation, 

Well, I amlchoold. Gopd-mannershy your fpced. 
Hcere come our wives, and let us take our leaves. 

F filer Qjlendower, Tvith the Ladies. 

M ir. This is the deadly Ipight, that angers me, 

MyWife canlpeake*ho notF<?.^, 

Cjlen.ys^ daughter weepes,(heele not part with you,' 
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cwiebe a foldier too, Ihee’k to the warres 
\Mor. GooA father.tell her .that lhe,and my Aunt Percy ^ 

Shall follow in your condud fpcedily . 

Clendower ffeakfs to her in mljh,andjhe anfwers 
him in the fame, 

Sheeisdefperatelieere, t r i 

A peevi 111 felfc will'd harlotry ,one that no pcrlwafion can doc 

good upon. , 

The Lady jpeakes at Weljh. 
tjiior, I. underftand thy lookes, thatpretyW?^,, 

Which thou powreft downe from thele Iwelling Heavens, 

I am too pcrfedin,and but for jliime, 

Infuch a parley I could anfwcr thee. 

The Lady againe in Welfh. 
yl/or.I underftand thy kifles, and thou mine* 

And that’s a feeling difputation ; 

But I will never be a truant, love. 

Till I have Icarn’d thy language , for thy tongue 
Makcs?T-f//&as fweeteas ditties highly pend. 

Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers bower. 

With ravillringdivilion to her lute. 

(jlen. Nay, ifthou melt, then will fh.ee runne mad. 

The Lady fpeaket againe in fVel-h. 

.^i!»‘.0,lam ignorance it felfe in this. 

Shce bids you on the wanton rufhes lay you downe, 

And reft your gentle head upon her lap , 

Andfhe will lingfhe Song that, pleafcth yom 
And on your eyelids crowne the god of fleepe. 

Charming your bloud with plealinghcavineCfe 
Making liich difference bet wixfwake and fleepe. 

As is the difference betwixt. day and night. 

The houre before the heavenly harveft teemc 
Begins his golden progreffe in the Eaft. 

Oipj-.. With all my heart i’le fit.and hearehcr fing, .. 

By that time will our Booke I thinkebc di awnc. 

9^(f».Do fb ; and thbfe Muficians that fhall play to you,. 

Hang in the Ayrc a thoufind Leagues ft om hence, 

■And ftraightthey fhall be here, fit and attend. 
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